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or after-taste, for a single flicker of a second, as i* they had
caught them off-guard.
Of all these rooms the one that now iell into the most intense
attitude of strained expectancy was the drawing-room . . . "You
ought to have been older than all your brothers, woman, instead
of younger." The words emanated from a pale, insubstantial
husk upon the air, a husk that resembled the cast-off skin of a
snake or the yet more fragile skin of a newt, diaphanous and
yet flaccid, a form, a shape, a human transparency, limned upon
the darkness above the great chair to the left of the fireplace.
The words were almost as faint as the sub-human breathings of
the plants in the conservatory. They were like the creakings of
chairs after people have left a room for hours. They were like
the opening and shutting of a door in an empty house. They were
like the groan of a dead branch in an unfrequented shrubbery at
the edge of a forsaken garden. They were like the whistle o'f the
wind in a ruined clock-tower, a clock-tower without bell or balus-
trade, bare to the rainy sky, white with the droppings of jack-
daws and starlings, forgetful of its past, without a future save
that of anonymous dissolution. They were like words murmured
in a ruined court where water fri>m broken cisterns drips dis-
consolately upon darkening stones, while one shapeless idol talks
to another shapeless idol as the night falls. They were like the
murmurs of forgotten worm-eaten boards, lying under a dark,
swift stream, boards that once were the mossy spokes of some
old water-mill and in their day have caught the gleam of many
a morning sun but now are hardly noticeable even to swimming
water-rats. No sooner were these words uttered, than a simula-
crum in human form, seated opposite to the shade of the Rector
returned a bitter response.
"A cruel coward is what you are, William Crow, and what
youVe always been; but if ever, when I am dead, you leave your
money to anyone but Philip's son I will punish you with a pun-
ishment worse than God'sl**
While these words were being uttered the thin wraith from
whom they came became lividly accentuated in its facial outlines
which were of a ghastly pallor and hideously emaciated; but at